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HOLIDAY CROWD 

They do not know they wear their wounds so plain, 

These covered bodies swathed in cloth and fur. 

They do not dream they hold their naked pain 

Before this show of life — the checkered stir 

Here in the wintry sunlight on the street. 

And yet, like martyrs on an old church wall, 

They point their wounds — their bleeding hands and feet, 

The aching scars, and lips that drank the gall. 

For life has hurt them, though they will not cry 

"Enough"; shaped flesh to hunger quick or dead, 

Withered them, harried, twisted bones awry, 

And bleached them white beneath their flying red. 

Strange skeletons in merry dominoes, 

They do not dream how plain the outline shows. 

WINGED VICTORY 

Your flimsy dress, 

Out of a bargain basement, 

Reacts to the wind 

As the living draperies 

Of the Victory of Samothrace. 

Your body also is proudly revealed, 

Cleaving the air as hers. 

And, verily, you would do as well 

Without a head. r , „ v , 

Hortense rlexner 
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